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Book 108: Summer Vacation With Dad’s Best Friend 


SUMMER VACATION WITH DAD'S BEST 
FRIEND 


My dad promised me I could tag along on his summer 
vacation to Barcelona if | aced the semester. 


Considering he’s spending his summer vacay with his best 
friend, the hot older man this younger woman has always 
wanted, you know | went all out...and lived up to my end of 
the bargain. 


Being around dad’s best friend for the first time in years 
makes me feel so alive, and also reassures me that I’m ready 
for another first time... with him. 


As temperatures soar and things get hot outside... and inside 
a famous Barcelona library... will this trip result in the 
ultimate HEA for me, or did I just read the whole situation 
wrong, only to find out that what we have is just summer 
love? 


What will this possessive older man have to say about 
that? 


And what will my dad say when it’s time kiss this vacation 
goodbye, but my dad’s best friend isn’t having it, saying 
I’m his and he wants to kiss me under the Spanish summer 
sun... forever? 


*Summer Vacation With Dad’s Best Friend is an insta- 
everything standalone instalove romance with an HEA, no 
cheating, and no cliffhanger. 
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CHAPTER 1 


Alejandro 


My head leans back, finding the cool horizontal boards of 
the rooftop pool at the Hotel Colon in Barcelona, while my 
feet slide underwater along the marble tiles. 


My eyes close and | exhale hard. 


A visual image of those old Nestea Plunge commercials from 
the hot summers of the 80’s overtakes my mind as my body 
continues sliding horizontally until only my head is left 
above water. 


Now...my vacation has officially started. 


And just like in the 80’s I'll soon be swimming with my best 
friend, but this time we’re not kids diving off the roof of his 
family’s house into his above ground pool...and yes, as soon 
as you hit you better go horizontal or you're going to havea 
big ol’ knot right on your head, or worse... this time we’ve 
made it. 


We're both forty-one years old now and we have our own 
successful import / export business. | find the goods here in 
Spain and | ship them stateside to Eric who sells them into 
the biggest market in the world... America. 


Olive oils, citrus fruits, and a whole host of other items. But 
now? It’s my turn to host my childhood friend in my home 
country for the first time, and | definitely owe him for all 


those years his family hosted me as an multi-year exchange 
student. 


| hear the sound of the door to the rooftop opening. Ahhh... 
it must be the guest services girl they said they’d send up to 
check on me. 


“Tinto de verano, por favor,” | say without even opening my 
eyes. This might be my very own literal Nestea Plunge, but 
in my home country we drink Tinto de verano in the 
summer, even more so than sangria. 


| hear a giggle and just smile, my head horizontally on the 
top step of the shallow end. 


There’s a row of wooden boards just overhead blocking the 
sun’s rays, keeping the rooftop cool...and once | get that 
drink in my hand I’m going to feel even cooler. 


| just continue relaxing, waiting to hear the door shut as the 
girl who giggled head’s back downstairs to the bar to put in 
my drink request. 


But that’s not what | hear at all. 


Instead the sound of fabric making contact all at once with 
the floor fills my ears. 


| bring my chin down just a bit, cocking my head slightly, 
and slowly open one eye...immediately followed by the 
other. 

What the...? 


Not ten feet from me is the absolute death of me in a white 
triangle-top bikini, a hotel robe at her feet. 


“How’s the water?” 


“Hot! | mean...cool. Just right you should definitely come in 
as it’s perfect and if you’re on vacation you'll love it 
especially if you’re not from Spain and there should be some 
drinks coming up soon or at least that’s what | was thinking | 
mean we can order some me and you and... yeah,” | say in 
the world’s biggest run-on sentence in history. 


She just giggles again and lifts her foot, putting it on the 
ledge of the slightly elevated pool. 


The top row of my teeth bite down so hard on my lower lip | 
taste blood... but what I really want to taste right now is her. 
Her lips, the skin along her collarbone, her... 


| suck in a quick gasp of air and it makes a hissing sound as 
the shape of my mouth hasn’t moved. 


She just looks over at me with a “you little devil, you” look. 
And she’s right. But the only little devil is her. 


There’s no way this girl is a day older than...1 don’t know. 
Twenty, tops? I’m terrible with guessing ages, but damn if 
She isn’t filling out that swimsuit like a mother—“ 


The elevator door dings, but | don’t even turn my head. My 
eyes are absolutely fixated on her as she turns back to the 
pool, looking at the water as she slowly steps up and in, 
lowering herself into the dipping area of the pool as my need 
for her rises out of that same pool. 


| tuck my hips back trying to keep my excitement 
submerged, but it’s no use. 


| swipe the towel next to me off the edge of the pool and 
quickly put it over my groin, completely drenching it. 


She moves to the side of the pool, giving me a complete 
profile shot and does my brain ever burn this image into its 
photographic memory bank. 


Suddenly her elbows rise up out of the water, her hands 
finding the edge of the pool, and she lifts her self up in one 
fluid motion, her butt finding the edge of the pool as her 
body does one big giggle as the water runs down her 
porcelain skin. 


| think of soccer, bull fighting, paella...anything but her, but 
it’s no use. 


The thought of exploding right here and now is beyond 
embarrassing, but definitely not beyond the scope of 
possibilities. Damn, | want to stand up right now, walk over 
the top of this water like Moses, grab her and make her 
mine... forever. 


And l’ve never, ever felt like this before. 


The sound of fast moving steps is coming from my side, but | 
don’t even look. As a matter of fact my teeth clench and my 
forearms tighten, my hands gripping the towel with a white- 
knuckle grip. 


The hotel staff that | was so looking forward to coming up 
and asking me what I’d like to drink is suddenly the worst 
cock block in the world. Yeah, | can order drinks for the both 
of us, the legal age in Spain is eighteen, but that’s not on 
my mind. And of course I’m not trying to get anyone drunk 
and take advantage of them. 


This is Europe. This is summer. This is one of the most 
cosmopolitan cities in the world. 


We don’t drink to get drunk. We drink to enjoy, to celebrate 
life. And the celebration | want more than any other right 
now is to create a life with her. A baby. To fill her belly with 
the child | never knew | wanted or...needed. 


And is it ever a need. 


“Cannonball!” comes from the side where the elevator is and 
suddenly water splashes everywhere outside the pool and 
then | feel an arm wrap around my neck and drag me under. 


| grab this crazy person underwater, quickly realizing it’s a 
guy...a big guy...slide out of his grasp and shove him, giving 
me space as | come up for air, ready to fight. 


“You crazy son of a gun, it’s me!” he says as he stands. 
My head pulls back in shock. “Eric?” 


“I fly halfway around the world and that’s all the excitement 
| get?” I’m completely frozen. “What’s up, buddy? How you 
been?” my crazy, friendly, American best buddy says, 
holding out his hand. 


| take it, and smile, thinking about how Americans may be 
loud, but man...they are some of the friendliest most giving 
people on the planet, if not thee most. 


“Good to see you, amigo,” | say, the haze of shock still 
lingering over me. First her and then him, grabbing me and 
trying to put me in a headlock under water. In a lot of ways 
he’s still my best bud from my childhood. His fun loving 
ways and his shit-eating grin haven't changed one bit. 


“And | see you've already met Elizabeth.” 
“Elizabeth?” 
“ Elizabeth, you knucklehead.” 


“Oh...right. Eli...” | turn, drinking in the sight of her again. 
She lifts one hand and moves four fingers like a wave, as if 
she was playing the piano. “...zabeth,” | finally finish, having 
no clue that | was supposed to know who this is. | thought 
this holiday was just the two of us guys, doing guy stuff. 
“You're already...dating?” The ink on Eric’s divorce just 
dried not more than a few weeks ago. That was fast and 
that..completely took the wind out of my sails. 


How do you tell your best friend you’re absolutely infatuated 
with his new girl? That he might just think of her as some 
rebound from his ex-wife, but something in me absolutely 
knows, without a shadow of a doubt, that she’s the one? 


And how in the world do you make a move on your buddy’s 
woman? You don’t. That’s the answer...or in my case the 
problem. 


Because | absolutely have to. 

The thought of him hooking up with her on this trip while | 
sleep in the other room infuriates me to the point | want to 
literally punch him in the face right now, toss him off the 
roof, and take her for myself. 


What the hell is wrong with me? 


Eric coughs wildly like he’s swallowed a gallon of this pool 
water. “Dating hern” he howls. “You hear that, Elizabeth?” 


Her body stays frozen as her eyes dart around before finally 
settling on my groin. Damn! Wait..when Eric tackled me 
and then started acting all hyper my body switched gears 
and my need subsided, but now? Now it’s quickly coming 
back. Quickly. 


“Sorry,” he says, bent over trying to catch his breath. “I was 
studying a little of that Es-pan-ol on the flight over and they 
were talking about how you Castilians have formal and 
informal ways of speaking and | thought that since this was 
your first time meeting her in so long | should give you the 
formal introduction.” 


“Right?” Is he drunk from the flight? 


“What was | thinking?” he says, wrapping his arm around me 
and pulling me in before trying to give me a nuggie. Eric is 
absolutely out of control right now. | want to tell him he’s 
acting like a typical American on vacation, but then | 
remember that Europeans work to live, taking off almost all 
of August and having general holiday periods throughout 
the year. Americans work to live. They power the global 
economy and are the reason why Eric and | even have an 
import / export business in the first place. And when 
American’s get their one or two weeks a year they go all out. 


They say Spanish people are lively? Nothing beats the 
enthusiasm and excitement of an American on holiday. | 
need to raise my energy level...and keep something else 
from raising before Eric and Elizabeth notice. 


“Lizzy,” he corrects. “You know her as Lizzy.” 


“Lizzy? But she’s like...” I hold my hand out flat, dropping it 
down to my waist to show him how tall she is. 


“Not anymore, buck-o. That was what...a good fifteen years 
ago or so?” 


“Fifteen...? 

He nods. “Kids grow up. It’s what they do.” 
“So you're telling me this...is Lizzy?” 

“In the flesh.” 


| turn back and look at her. Oh what a bunch of glorious 
flesh it is. 


“Hola,” she says softly, still waving. 

This is going to be one hell of a trying ten days. What am | 
even talking about? I’m not even going to try and keep it in 
my pants, nor am I going to try and do something with her. | 
am going to do something her... everything in fact. 


Because I’ve got ten days to show her, and her man-child of 
a dad, that she’s mine. 


“Would you like to order drinks?” 


Our heads all turn to the hotel staff who suddenly snuck up 
and is now standing just beside us. 


“Sangria pitcher, por favor,” Eric says in the absolutely most 
broken Spanish I’ve ever heard. 


“Una botella de sangria?” she says, looking at me for 
confirmation. 


“Better make that dos!” Eric says. “Today’s Lizzy’s 
birthday... well, tonight at midnight that is, but you all drink 
starting at fifteen here, right? Thirteen at dinner or 
something like that?” 

“Uh... something like that,” | say. 

“Dos?” the waitress mouths. 

| nod. 


Dos is right, as in two, as in Lizzy and me. 


| feel absolutely terrible for thinking this but for the first 
time in my entire life my best friend feels like a third wheel. 


We were inseparable back in the States when | studied 
there. He’d do anything for me, give anything to me... 
literally the shirt off his back. 


But will he give me his daughter, and his blessing to be with 
her? 


That’s the only question that matters now, and that’s what | 
have to find out. 


“You got an air bubble in your swim shorts,” Eric says 
pointing right at my groin. 


i Ay, Dios mio! 


CHAPTER 2 


Lizzy 


Many hours later we lay back in the pool and watch the sun 
set over the Barcelona Cathedral, a Gothic cathedral 
constructed from the thirteenth through the fifteenth 
century. It’s absolutely amazing, as is the sunset, but 
nothing compares to what I’ve had my eyes on all day. 


Him, the same man I’ve had my eyes on since high school 
thanks to my dad always raving about him, hearing that 
masculine voice of his on speaker phone seemingly every 
week as they talk over business, and the pictures around the 
house dad has of the two of them together...and it’s all built 
up to this moment. 


| have prune hands, prune toes, and pretty much everything 
else having sat in this dipping pool all day, yet | don’t mind 
one bit. 


Why? Because I’ve managed to work my way to the side of 
Alejandro while my dad sits on the other. And I’ve been 
thinking about just how much I want him to dip something 
inside me for years now. And not just dip, more like thrust 
the whole thing...every single inch, over and over and over 
again until he has my head spinning so crazily, and my 
world in pieces, that it’s like a Picasso, a work of art that only 
he can help me create. 


“One more round?” my dad throws out there. 


“We still have to go out tonight,” Alejandro says. 


“No way. Not me. The flight was too long. I’m crashing 
early tonight. Going all night on the first night is a rookie 
move. This vacation is a marathon not a sprint.” Dad downs 
the last of his drink and then adds, “But you two knock 
yourselves out.” 


Alejandro looks at me and | lock eyes right back, not 
noticing that my motor skills are diminishing and my glass 
starts to turn sideways and suddenly ice cubes are falling 
out. 


“Whoops!” | say, reaching over to grab them, my breast 
pressing firmly into the side of his arm. | angle my far 
shoulder in a way so that my breast closest to him wraps 
around his bicep, straining against it and | feel it flex. 


| dart my hand toward one of the ice cubes, but I do it too 
fast and too aggressively and my hand misses but goes 
underwater... finding his completely erect, thick rod. 


| brush against it and just leave my hand on his thigh, 
causing his muscles to contract. 


| told myself | wasn’t coming back from this vacation a virgin 
and dammit if right now doesn’t seem like the moment to 
make that happen. | wasn’t about to enter my senior year of 
college with my innocence intact, but I’m also not about to 
be any more obvious about my desire for my dad’s best 
friend while I’m sitting so close...to my dad, his best friend 
the only thing in-between us. 


“That’s it for me,” dad says, standing from the pool and 
searching for a towel. 


Alejandro looks at me deeply before saying, “You have no 
idea what kind of trouble you’re getting yourself into,” in 
that deep, voice of his that sounds like slow poured honey 
over hot coals. 


“You think so?” | fire back. Two can play at this game. 
“Keep this up and you’re going to get a spanking.” 


“Is that a promise, or a threat? Because if it’s a promise we 
can skip all this because I’m ready now. If it’s a threat just 
let me know and l'Il keep pushing... until it’s a promise.” 


| feel Alejandro’s hand slide up spine and | lean into it, my 
shoulder blades clenching together before he knives his 
hand in my hair, jerking it back. 


The tugging has my mouth opening instantly and | whimper 
out hard. 


“Lizzy?” my dad says. 


“Just a cramp dad...from sitting,” | say... but Alejandro’s 
hand, which my dad can’t see from his angle, keeps tugging. 


“Maybe you better get out too...come back to the room with 
me.” 


Is he starting to suspect something? | don’t think so, but 
then again | don’t want him to either...l think. 


Although the thought of my dad having suspicious about 
Alejandro and | could be even more of a turn-on than this 
already is, | need to pump my brakes. Alejandro’s clearly 
attracted, and I’m beyond smitten. | want to get what | want 
first before we turn up the heat. | don’t want to come out 


too hot and then putter out of steam before anything gets a 
chance to actually happen between us. 


“What room are you in?” Alejandro asks my dad, his grip 
loosening and his hand carefully sliding back down my spine 
and into the water without so much as making a sound. 
“What are you talking about? Same as yours.” 

“Same as mine?” 

“Yeah, we booked the same room, remember?” 

“Yeah, but you checked in already. You can’t check-in unless 
“My name is on the reservation too, which it is. | just asked 
them to wheel in a separate bed for Lizzy.” 

Alejandro nods. “Oh.” 

“Unless you want to sleep on that thing and offer her yours.” 


“Of course,” Alejandro says, like a true gentleman. 


“No, it’s fine. I’m alot smaller than you. You’re what? Five 
foot six?” 


“You mean six foot five?” he says. | blush, or is it just the 
flush from the alcohol. “And yes. Six five.” 


“Ready, hun?” my dad asks. 
“I'll be down in just a second, dad. You can shower first.” 


He doesn’t move. 


“Maybe better if you shower first since it takes you longer.” 


“That doesn’t make sense, Eric,” Alejandro says, finally 
turning his focus from me. 


“Jeez, how much did we drink?” my dad asks. 

“Too much. Too, too much. Let me go first,” Alejandro 
interjects, standing quickly. | pull my hand quickly from his 
lap before his thigh breaches the water. 

The void left by the skin to skin contact is immediately very 
apparent and reminds me just how much I want him. “You 
two can enjoy the view from up here. It will just take me five 
minutes.” 

“Sure,” my dad says, wrapping his towel around him and 
moving back toward me as Alejandro quickly moves toward 
the elevator. 

“So, what do you think of Alejandro?” dad asks. 

Is this some kind of trick question? 

“Yeah, he’s nice.” 


“Yeah, great guy. | can’t believe he’s still single.” 


“Why’s that?” | feign ignorance. “A lot of guys are staying 
single for longer these days. Women too.” 


“I know it’s just that... yeah, who knows?” Why didn’t he 
finish that thought? 


I’ve been pretending a lot lately, including last night when 
our flight took off. | told my dad we should get to the airport 
early thinking maybe we could get upgraded when | really 
knew there was a flight leaving two hours early on the same 
airline and tickets were still available. And then, of course, 
whaddya know... we were able to get ‘upgraded’ to the 
earlier flight, which meant we could surprise Alejandro. 


And what a surprise when he saw me, and then my dad. I’ve 
been working on my body hard ever since my dad promised 
me this trip for my birthday if | aced the entire semester. 

You better believe | was downing double espressos and 
telling everyone in the dorms that | couldn’t do anything fun 
this past semester...and now I sure hope I’m going to 
makeup for lost time... with Alejandro. 


I’m not sure if it’s a blessing or a curse that my dad forgot to 
upgrade their reservation, which is the reason | didn’t have a 
bed at first. The thought of only two beds in a place this big 
is kinda crazy, but what would be even crazier is if Alejandro 
slipped into mine, the proper bed he gave up for me, and we 
Shared it for the night...without my dad finding out. 

“How long as it been?” dad asks. 

“He just went down.” 

“Want to go surprise him?” 


“Howe” 


“I don’t know. We'll think of some prank we can play on 
him.” 


My dad, always the joker. “Sure dad. Let’s go.” 


We move to the elevator. 


“Think he'll be expecting something, being that he knows 
you so well?” | ask. 


“Guess we're about to find out.” 


CHAPTER 3 


Alejandro 


“Come on, come on,” | say as | tap my foot waiting for the 
keypad to flash green. 


The split second it does I put a shoulder into the door and 
dash past Eric and Lizzy’s suitcases and straight into the 
shower. 


Turning the water on with my left hand and yanking off my 
Hugo Boss swim trunks with my right I’m ready to release 
this pressure in my balls that’s about to explode like a 
volcano that’s been dormant for centuries. 


| squirt a drop of shower gel into my palm and star stroking, 
running my palm along the underside of my shaft while the 
ice-cold water rains down on my shoulders. The 
temperature of the water does nothing to dissuade my dick 
that it needs to be harder than ever before. | may be 
human, but for the first time in my life | feel like a complete 
beast...the urge to mate is real. 


“Lizzy,” | groan as | run my hand along the length of my 
cock, my grip tightening as my other hand claws at the 
Spanish tiles that line the shower wall. 


I’m so damn close to finishing already, my mind picturing 
that heavenly-body of my best friend’s daughter...the one | 
thought was twenty years old max, only to find out | was 
exactly right... until the clock strikes midnight tonight, 


making her legal in any and every country known to man... 
but off-limits to one man. Me. 


| breathe in deep, not even noticing the bit of water | take 
in. | swear | can smell her. It sounds crazy considering we 
were in a pool, but that woman had a scent all afternoon. It 
was sweet like a Valencia orange and smooth as Andalucia 
olive oil. And that’s exactly what | want to cover her body in 
for a massage in the Catalonian sun before | lick off every 
last inch of extra pure virgin oil from... my eyes shoot open. 
Fuck! Is she...? 


A virgin? 
Mine. 


| don’t know much about kids these days, but | know there’s 
a prevalent hook-up culture with apps that allow you to 
order up sex just as easily as a pizza. 


But not her. No way. Eric might be a kid at heart, but | know 
he doesn’t go for that kind of thing. | know he raised her 
right, despite his wife’s promiscuous ways. If anything, she 
probably wanted Lizzy to follow her around the world 
chasing Greek shipping magnates off the coast of Santorini 
just like she’s been doing behind Eric’s back for years. 
Business trips? My ass. 


But what about that ass on Lizzy? Fuck me. 


She was brushing the side of that perfect apple up against 
me all day. And when she was trying to grab that ice cube? 
That was the last straw...her hand brushing against my cock 
had me to the point | damn near had to call the front desk to 
get them to bring up a pool closed sign because | was 
dangerously close to filling it with my seed. 


But no way in hell is that happening. I’m not wasting seed 
like that. This is for her, despite what I’m doing now. 


Hell, | need to unload this right now just to be able to stand 
up...to be able to think straight. And you can bet your 
bottom dollar there’s quart after quart more right behind it. 
l'II never run out of seed for my woman, and that’s damn 
sure what she already is whether she knows it or not. 


She may be playing little Lolita games out there in the pool, 
but | know the truth. There’s more. This isn’t just lust. This 
is a Spanish villa full of little olive skinned children who 
swim in the Mediterranean, playing chess with daddy in the 
shade in the afternoon, and falling asleep early to the sound 
of locusts...so their mother and | can make even more 
siblings for them. 


This is perfection. This is the perfect life. And this... all 
starts with her, no matter how much my conscious tells me it 
can't. 


The bathroom door creaks slightly but | don’t even turn to 
look at it. Behind the frosted glass | just continue pumping 
my cock into my fist until my hand pulls back to my 
forehead before slapping against the tiles as my hips jerk 
and | paint the tiles like a fucking Jackson Pollock. 


My lips wrap around an imaginary nipple that seems so real 
as another load quickly spurts out, and then another, before 
| realize I’m living in a VR world I’ve created in my head. 


My eyes slowly open, indifferent to the water which is 
washing down my face and over them. 


My chest heaves as | slowly lower myself to the base of the 
shower, my knees weak, and my breath short. 


Damn was that ever intense. 

They say running with the bulls in Pamplona makes your 
heart beat like no other? Well, I’d put what I just did head to 
head with that, or anything, any day. 

Because of her and her alone. 

A few minutes later | clench my stomach muscles, inhale 
deeply, and rise back to my feet. | take a quick proper 


shower before Lizzy and Eric get back to the room. 


When I’m finished I slide the door open and reach for my 
towel... which is missing. 


“Eric? Lizzy?” | call out, my voice booming through our 
‘Grand Suite.’ 


Crickets. 

| swear | saw a towel on the rack, but then again the only 
thing I’ve seen clearly since she walked into my world earlier 
today in that white swimsuit is us making a family together. 


Maybe it’s the alcohol, but of course | know it’s really her. 


| step out of the shower and quickly move toward the door, 
seeing a closet just on the other side of the hallway. 


There must be towels there. 


The moment my foot crosses the threshold | hear, “Got ya!” 
Followed by, “Oh, dude! Put that away!” 


| turn and see Eric jerking his head to the side and covering 
his face. If he pulled that prank what the fuck did he 
expect? 


But what | didn’t expect to see was Lizzy right there by his 
side doing the same... but with her fingers clearly spread 
taking in the sight of me. 


| slowly lower my hand to my groin, cupping my cock and 
balls, but making sure to take my time so she gets a good 
view of what the future holds. Because this baby maker is 
for her. Every fucking last inch...and I’m gonna bury it all 
deep inside her before her summer holiday is over...and into 
eternity. 


CHAPTER 4 


Lizzy 
3:53 a.m. my phone screen saver says. 
| place it back on the nightstand and flip over onto my back. 
Nothing. 
| exhale hard and slide out of bed. 


Telling myself it’s the jet lag that’s got me from sleeping, | 
move to the kitchen to grab a glass of water, only to see the 
thin, transparent curtain blowing in from the balcony in the 
other room. 


Curiosity killed the cat and this feline can’t resist as | move 
into the room where Alejandro’s sleeping. 


The suit is seventy square meters, and there are four 
balconies, but still...the rooms aren’t really that separated 
and it’s easy to move from one into the other. The glass of 
water will have to wait. 


Moving closer to the balcony | see Alejandro sitting outside 
staring into the night. 


| switch rooms to check up on my dad. He’s face down, 
mouth open, pillow covered in visible drool. He pulled an 
all-nighter the day before we left and barely slept on the 
plane. That’s all clearly catching up with him right now... 
but not me. 


Moving back to the room where Alejandro is | approach and 
stop before the thin curtains can brush against me and 
possibly alert him. 


Like New York, or Vegas, Barcelona never sleeps...and 
apparently neither does Alejandro. He’s sitting in a chair, 
leaning back on two legs and holding something in his hand 
that | can’t quite make out. 


“You gonna join me or just lurk?” His voice is deep, but 
doesn’t project which means my dad won’t wake up. He 
knows what he’s doing. 

| freeze up, but no point in acting like I’m not standing here. 
| run my hand along the fine fabric, moving it to the side as | 
step out onto the balcony and into the night. It’s only then 
that | see the braided whip which is sitting in his lap. 
“Whatcha got there?” 

“Little gift for your dad. Jet lag?” 

“Something like that.” That’s a gift for my dad? What 
the...? At this point all the alcohol has worn off. It wasn’t 
like we even had that much. It’s just the flight plus the 
excitement of the trip plus the most exciting part of all, him, 
had me buzzing earlier. And seeing him now has me 
buzzing all over again. 

“That’s for my dad?” 

“Yeah, a bullwhip.” 


“Do you go to bullfights?” 


“Never. | love animals and would never harm them, 
especially like that. They don’t really make them anymore 
so | figured buying one is one less on the shelves that 
someone else could get their hands on. Plus I’m always 
joking that I’m going to ‘whip’ your dad into shape.” 


“Very clever,” | laugh. “He has put on a few pounds.” 


“He’s still in shape, but | guess we could all work a little 
harder on our fitness these days. Of course that’s easier said 
than done with all the amazing food that is at our fingertips 
in this era.” 


| say nothing, mostly because I’m not sure | agree with him 
and | don’t want to come off as argumentative. He definitely 
looks like he doesn’t need to change a single thing. The 
man is as sturdy as the wrought iron fence that he’s staring 
over the top of. And it’s not just his muscles that are 
chiseled, but also his jawline and seemingly every other part 
of him which looks like it’s been carved from marble. 


“You think my dad will actually use it?” 
“If not, | will.” 
“How would you use it?” 


His head slowly turns back over his shoulder, the first time 
he’s looked at me since | stepped out onto the balcony. | 
swallow hard waiting for his response and only now realizing 
he saw me earlier from my reflection in the big, glass 
building on the other side of the balcony. | guess this isn’t 
the side with the cathedral, like on the rooftop, and I’m sure 
his response is going to be way more on the devilish side 
than something sweet and heavenly...although devilish 


could be the epitome of heavenly if he’s thinking what I’m 
thinking. 


“Why don’t you grab a hold of that railing and l'Il show you.” 


He flicks his wrist and the last few feet of the whip slither at 
my feet but don’t touch me. The man has control, and 
apparently he’s used this before. 


Here | am just some virgin, whose knees are suddenly 
shaking and my thighs quivering, and he looks cool as a 
cucumber. 


“Don’t be afraid. | won’t hurt you... like that.” 


“Like...” | want to say ‘like what’, but | can’t get the second 
word out. 


“Like? You're going to love it,” he says with so much 
confidence | can practically already visualize him doing to 
me what I’m pretty sure he’s about to. 


| take a step toward the railing, coming flush with him, and 
it’s only then, as his gaze skates over my body, that | realize 
l'm wearing nothing more than a super transparent white T- 
shirt and athong. And my nipples are very obviously not 
flush with my shirt...they’re threatening to rip through the 
fabric at any second. 


| hear someone say something loudly all the sudden, but it’s 
incoherent. 


“What was that?” 


“Your dad. Don’t worry about it. He’s been doing that for 
years.” 


“How would you—“ 


“He did it when your parents had us in the same room in 
separate twin beds. It was the funniest thing, but he never 
wakes up. Actually it means he’s in the deepest part of his 
sleep. We're safe...and | promise you'll feel safe, when you 
give yourself to me.” 


A bolt of electricity shoots through me as if he’s reading my 
mind before | even have the thought. 


How much of an oxymoron is feeling safe when a huge man 
who tips the scales at probably around two hundred and fifty 
pounds is holding a whip in his hands? 


Strangely enough...a lot it seems. | know he’s got control of 
it, he already proved it. 


Now | want to see if | have control of myself, and for him to 
prove to me all these fantasies that have been playing out in 
my mind for years are just as real...as dangerous, but safe at 
the same time. 


| slowly wrap my fingers around the railing and look out into 
the night before peeking back over my shoulder. 


Without breaking eye contact he leans forward in his seat, 
grabs the bottom edge of my T-shirt, and lifts it up and over 
my hips. 


The cool night breeze bites at my ass cheeks and damn do | 
feel alive. | breathe in deep, feeling my heart punching 
against my rib cage as | try and steady myself. 


“You won't need this, but if at any time you want this to stop 
you just say ‘dad’s best friend’.” 


My chest kicks even harder. Is he ramping up the fantasy or 


“Because | know you're thinking, and I’m thinking it too... 
thinking about how we shouldn’t be doing this but how we 
absolutely have to. And if something happens I want the 
words that are already on the tip of your tongue to come 
out, so you don’t have to think about anything...just feel. 


“Uh huh,” | whimper, feeling my juices slide down the inside 
of my left thigh before he’s even touched me. 


Oh my god, why is this so wrong if it feels so right? 


His hand slowly moves off his knee, the handle of the whip 
in his palm as | soak in the firm grip from his fingers as he 
brings it back towards his chest when suddenly... 


Snap! 


His wrist cracks quickly and the tip of the whip comes 
snaking off the ground where | was just standing like a cobra 
and the last couple of feet slide across my butt like a wave, 
kissing it with just enough force to let me know it was there, 
but no pain at all. Obviously he didn’t give me the tip... of 
the whip. 


Although when my eyes reopen and whip across his body to 
his groin, it’s clear the tip of his cock is leaking into his thin, 
white shorts...the only thing he’s got on. 


“| want more,” | say. 


“How much more?” 
“A lot more.” 
“This much more?” 


Before | can answer the whip is back on my ass, but this time 
it’s less of a caress and getting closer to a crack. 


The sound of the snap has me coming up onto my tiptoes 
and my glutes flexing like I’m setting the world squat record 
in women’s weightlifting. 


“Yes,” | whimper. 


“Or more like this?” he offers, the whip coming back across 
me again. 


“Uh huh. That,” | command. 


But this time he’s got a surprise...oh does he havea 
surprise. 


His wrist bends up and he twirls it in a circle two times 
before quickly snapping it forward, sending the tip to my 
right ass cheek, which it finds perfectly and | feel like a 
hornet has stuck it’s stinger right into my ass meat and does 
it ever feel like absolute perfection... like I’ve been sleeping 
my entire life until now. 


I’ve never felt so awake and before | can even understand 
what’s happening outside me or in, the tip comes down on 
my other ass cheek. 


“Oh yeah. Oh yeah.” | grit my teeth and stare him down 
like an animal trapped in a corner. “More,” | demand, 


knowing my eyes are beady, demanding, unrelenting. 


He brings the braided whip back across my ass again...and 
again and again. 


“See what you're doing to me?” he says, yanking his shorts 
down and pulling out the biggest dick I’ve ever seen in my 
life. 


I’m not a porn hound or anything like that, but | have 
watched some videos online with some guys who let’s just 
say... were freakishly hung and it was worth the ten seconds 
| watched just to see them, but him? This is next level 
huge...and hot. 


He strokes his cock and whips me again and | swear | could 
rip this railing right off the bolts that are holding it in place. 


He brings the whip across me again and again as | watch 
him pump his hand over his dick until finally his body jerks 
forward and he explodes into the air, the sticky climax 
raining down on my back, my shirt having crept all the way 
up to my neck, causing me to flinch and sending me straight 
into a complete release of my own. 


Suddenly he drops the whips and dives to his knees, 
grabbing my thong and jerking it to the side. 


The sound of the seams ripping is followed by the feeling of 
his tongue entering my pussy without hesitation as he 
drinks in my first ever release to ever come from anything 
other than my own fingers. 


| soread my legs wide and push my ass back even farther, 
grinding my pussy into his face. 


| shoot my head down, trying to avoid knocking myself out 
on the railing, even though | already feel like I’m beyond 
dizzy from the sexual jabs he’s been giving me. 


Looking through my legs | watch as he laps at my folds and | 
explode again, my body flopping and my back, which is 
vertical with my head nearing the floor, slams into the 
railing causing it to let out a loud ‘dong’ sound. 


But we don’t stop. 
He continues feasting on my cunt, licking up every last drop 
before falling back, his ass finding his heels before he 


crumbles into a pile on the ground. 


“Oh fuck, you taste so damn incredible.” He’s lying on the 
balcony bottom looking like he’s died and gone to heaven. 


| stand up, still feeling dizzy and feel my shirt slide back 
across my cheeks, covering me. 


“Are you Okay?” 


My head jerks back and | see my dad jerking the curtain 
away and looking at both of us. 


a It’s.. : n 


“The alcohol,” Alejandro says, but | know he’s completely 
sober and thankfully pulled up his shorts. “I just came out 
for some air and when | went to stand up all the blood 
rushed to my head and | fell into the railing.” 


My dad looks up at me now, realizing Alejandro sounds 
coherent and seems to be okay. 


“| just came to check on him too,” | defend the fact that I’m 
already standing here, breathing hard. “I ran to see what 
was the matter.” 


My dad’s eyes scan the situation and of course arrive on the 
bullwhip. 


a What’s—“ 


“Your gift, Eric. | was going to wrap it just now and leave it 
out for you in the morning, but | guess it’s too late for that 
now.” 


“A bull whip?” My dad’s not buying this at all. 


Alejandro carefully navigates his way through the logic of 
why he got it, basically rehashing what he told me, staying 
calm and providing even more detail and some inside jokes 
he’s had with my father over the years. 


“Great gift,” my dad says about a minute later, apparently 
more than satisfied with the logic behind his purchase. 
“Here, let me help you up.” 


He offers Alejandro a hand and helps him to his feet. He 
puts his right hand on the right side of his head as if that’s 
the side that hurts. | try not to smile... especially when we 
go inside and my dad pours him a glass of water and 
Alejandro’s now clutching the left side of his head with his 
left hand. Maybe he'll forget and hold his knee next. 


He convinces my dad he’s okay, there’s not going to be any 
hemorrhaging or any problems, and of course they start 
telling stories again. 


| excuse myself and head back to bed, but tonight | don’t 
sleep on my back or my side like I’m used to... 


| sleep on my stomach, because my ass is still hot from 
Alejandro’s bullwhip. 


And in this position | can rub my clit, push my ass back and 
relive what just happened... until the sun comes up. 


It’s gonna be awhile. 


CHAPTER 5 


Lizzy 


A few hours later there’s a knock on the door and a breakfast 
cart arrives. 


Alejandro brings it in and gets everything set up. He’s 
bounding with energy this morning and despite the fact that 
| should be tired after the flight and the excitement | am too. 


We ease into the day enjoying Valencia oranges, pastries, 
and of course Spanish olive oil on the balcony. Now this is 
living. 


And | could sure get used to this life... waking up every day 
with Alejandro by my side, taking our time and just enjoying 
each other’s company. 


Dad is completely into it as well, which makes this perfect 
picture postcard moment even better. 


| have to pinch myself to remind myself that this is real, only 
to have to slap my face to wake myself up from the dream 
that this can’t continue. 


This is just a vacation. Real life isn’t like this. In ten days, or 
more accurately nine now, all these memories are going to 
be packed up with my luggage and stowed away in the back 
of my mind, just as quickly as | stow away my luggage in the 
overhead container. 


That’s how this works. | have to remember that. 


For now | push it into the back of my mind as we head off for 
some sightseeing. | make sure to bring an extra ten bucks 
so | can pick up some cheapie sunglasses... because | plan 
on taking a lot of sneak peeks at the best sight in town... 
him. 


CHAPTER 6 


Lizzy 


We start off with La Rambla, undoubtedly the most famous 
street in Barcelona. Then, over the course of the day we 
explore Park Guell, with it’s breathtaking hillside view of the 
entire city, Sagrada Familia, by Gaudi, where we become 
three of the three million tourists to visit the site each year, 
and then duck into the Picasso Museum when the sun just 
gets too intense. 


We slide on over to Mercat de la Boqueria for a bevy of fruit 
juices instead of eating an actual meal in this hot sun. 
Paella will come later tonight and more than make up for it 
anyway. We all want to be light on our feet, and as the 
afternoon starts to get away from us, | recommend the place 
| wanted to see more than any other... the Bibliotheca 
Publica Arus. 


On the walk over | get a text from my friend Sarah from back 
home. 


Hooked up with any hot Spanish senors yet? ;) 

Jeez, girl. Just got here. | don’t work that fast. 

You mean... not fast enough. ;) Or not at all. lol. No more 
bull from you. I know you surely saw some cute bullfighters 


or maybe some red-blooded Spanish men sipping espressos, 
after eating steak and drinking wine. #Sojfealous 


Not yet. | bite my bottom lip. Do I type this or not? Screw 
it...l’m on vacation. Just dad’s buddy so far. 


Hot older guy? Count me in!!! 


An immediate pang of possessiveness shoots through me, 
plus the regret | knew | was going to feel after telling her. 


He’s mi Good grief, did | almost just claim him as mine just 
then. | stop typing and backspace. Yeah, he’s nice. 


Nice? Find somebody who’s not and have some hot, steamy 
action with them. Come on! I’m desperately waiting for 
some stories over here. I’m supposed to be living 
vicariously through you and so far my summer internship 
filing documents has been more exciting. Get with it, girlie! 


Will do. Love ya. xoxo 
) 


“This looks like it,” Alejandro says pointing to an absolutely 
beautiful building. “And that looks like a great place to have 
an espresso,” my dad Says, pointing to the coffee shop just 
outside. Wow, | swear there are coffee shops everywhere in 
this city. “You wanna join me while Lizzy spends a few 
minutes inside?” 


| watch Alejandro’s Adam's apple move up and down his 
throat before he announces, “| think I’m going to go in fora 
second too.” 


“You read?” 


“Don Quixote is Spanish, amigo,” Alejandro says, sliding 
back into that sexy as hell Castilian accent. 


“Okay then. Well, l'II be out here sipping my coffee while 
you two get your read on.” 


“We won't be long,” Alejandro says, and we move together 
toward the entrance. 


“| know your dad. He’s tired. We’ve got all the time we 
need.” 


| giggle. Alejandro’s right. He’s just throwing dad off our 
scent, and | love that he knows my dad better than my dad 
knows himself. 


Alejandro says something in Spanish to the attendant and 
appears to slide him twenty-five euros. 


“I can pay for myself,” | say, quickly, shoving my hand into 
my pocket. 


“Please,” he says, as his large hand comes over the top of 
mine. It’s only then, for the first time, | notice just how big it 
is. Now I see how it controlled that whip so perfectly last 
night, and how much | want to feel his callouses drag along 
my skin tonight...or sooner. 


“Where’s the romance section?” | ask. 
“You mean classics?” 


“You know... Scottish highlander, bear shifters, Flora Ferrari... 
normal stuff.” 


Alejandro freezes, his eyebrow raising. | can’t help but 
laugh before slapping him playfully on the arm. 


“| don’t know about the first two, but that last one might be 
in the Italian section? We can check.” 


“Nah, it’s okay. She just does eBooks, and | don’t think she’s 
actually Italian anyways.” 


“Like a lot of the olive oil in the world.” 
“Huh?” 
“Let’s go. l'Il explain as we walk.” 


Alejandro takes my hand and guides me into the library. It’s 
absolutely fantastic, as is his story about how Italy and even 
Greece often purchase Spanish olive oil and then just brand 
it as their own. Alejandro is no doubt biased about his own 
country, but | have read that Spanish olive oils are actually 
the best in the world before, so his bias, so to speak, holds 
merit. Not only that but Spain, as the world’s leading olive 
oil producer, produces nearly three times as much as Italy, 
the country with the second highest level of production. 


| love reading, and learning too. When it comes to reading 
it’s mostly just romance and other forms of fiction, but really 
| like anything that stimulates my mind...and as Alejandro 
proved last night he can sure do that, and he doesn’t need a 
book to get it done. 


We chitchat a bit as we walk and it feels so natural. We 
trade facts about different countries, and it almost feels like 
this is what travel photos on Instagram should be about in 
real life...a cultural exchange, not just some practiced photo 
where somebody does a backflip off some famous swimming 
spot about fifty times until they post it and get their 
hundreds of likes. 


| like this real kind of exchange much, much better. 
And it’s because of him. 


| couldn’t even imagine traveling with a guy my age. We’d 
probably be lying on the beach, hungover from sangria as 
he slid on sunglasses trying to check out all the topless 
Scandinavian girls with perfect bodies while | sat next to him 
annoyed and feeling beyond self-conscious. There’s a 
reason why my dad reminisces about the Swedish Bikini 
Team from beer commercials from 1991 | guess. Personally, 
l'm more a fan of the Spanish brain team, membership one, 
from the current year. And I’m quickly realizing that there’s 
no doubt he’s the one, and only, for me. 


The books in the Bibliotheca Publica Arus sit behind glass 
doors, and there are even more wrought iron rails in front of 
that. There’s even a spinning globe in one section and 
Alejandro and | take a few minutes to point out places we’d 
both like to see. | leave out the fact that I’d like to see each 
and every place I’m mentioning... with him. 


| don’t want to come on too strong or appear too needy, 
especially knowing at some point he'll probably find out just 
how inexperienced | am. After last night he probably thinks 
I’m some sort of freak, but the reality is all my fantasies in 
my life up until a few hours ago have indeed played out with 
the biggest sexual organ known to woman, or man... my 
mind. 


And they all starred him. 
They say you never want to meet your celebrity crush, or 


any famous person you kind of idolize or think about a bit 
too much, because the experience is sure to be a letdown. 


Not Alejandro. Not last night. And all I can think about is 
the next time I’m alone with him. 


“Shhh!” a librarian says as she comes around and catches us 
having a bit too much fun. I’m not sure why she’s so worried 
about us as the library is empty. The whole city must be at 
the beach which makes this moment that much more 
special. | know no matter how nice the weather is, | can 
always go on Goodreads and chat with my friends. Our 
stories always come first. 


And to find a man who | can see myself writing my own story 
with, who’s giving me a real-life Goodreads experience in 
the flesh? Priceless. 


“This way,” he whispers into my ear and grabs my hand, 
leading me through a row of books. 


Suddenly he stops and points to a book in one of the cases. 
| lean in close to the glass, trying to see which one’s caught 
his eye... but when I turn back around | see the apple of his 

eye isn’t a book. 


He’s moved in closer, his body just a hairsbreadth from 
mine. 


My hands go back and my palms press against the glass as 
he eliminates the distance between us, his need pressing 
right into me and his lips coming down just inches from my 
mouth. 


“I want this. | want you, and not just for the time you're 
here,” he groans right into my mouth. 


“| want it too,” | say lightly, but that’s all it takes to send his 
lips crashing down into mine. 


My back finds the glass behind me and it rattles slightly, but 
there’s no stopping us now. 


Alejandro’s hand slides into my hair and around the back of 
my head, pushing my kiss even deeper into his. 


Our tongues twirl together, his cock crams up against me, 
and butterflies fly every which way inside my belly...and my 
panties are instantly soaked. 


Those big hands of his cup my ass, lifting me up off the 
ground like I’m light as a bag of feathers. He carries me 
somewhere. Where I have no clue, because I’m not looking 
at anything, I’m only feeling. 


| have a brain that never stops, that’s always moving, but 
not now. He’s completely overridden my sapiosexual 
tendencies and has me lusting for the physical more than 
anything in this world. 


| feel myself being carried until suddenly I’m leaning 
backwards, my back finding a glass case that’s at about a 
forty-five degree angle. 


My eyes shoot open and | look to the side. He’s got me ona 
bookcase, laid out and the sound of his buckle unclasping 
echoes through our little section of the library. 


Oh my god. Is he going to take me right here and now and 
am | going to do anything to stop it, or am I going to 
encourage him? 


It’s not even a question because | want it. 


| quickly unbutton my pants, my legs still wrapped around 
his waist and then it occurs to me that | have to say 
something. 

“Alejandro, | just have to tell you something.” 

“Later,” he says as his hand dives into his boxers and he 
whips out that big, thick cock of his like it’s a hammer and 
he’s going to beat me with it. 

| long for nothing more. 

“I’ve never done this before.” 

“No one has. This is the freaking Bibliotheca Publica Arus. 
This is a first for sure,” he says, his pants sliding down past 
his ass. 

“No, | mean...this,” | say looking at his dick and then at my 
panties which I’m grasping the sides of just waiting to jerk 
them down to let him in. 

“You mean?” 

| nod. 

“A virgin?” 


Again | confirm with the movement of my head. 


“Fucking mine,” he growls. “But not now. You deserve 
better than this.” 


| thought I’d just worked out so hard to look good ina 
swimsuit, but now comes the most important reason why. | 
flex my stomach muscles with everything I’ve got, basically 


doing a sit-up as! grab the back of his ass pulling his hips 
back into me. “Oh no you don’t. You had that baby maker 
of yours out and you don’t put it away until you use it,” | 
say, Knowing | look like a woman possessed, and | am. 


The look on my face should scare the living hell out of him, 
but instead a slow smirk overtakes his face. 


“You're so fucking beautiful,” he says, kissing me so hard it 
sends me right back onto my back, the glass underneath me 
Shaking to the point I think it might brake. “And you’re 
fucking mine.” 


“Starting right...” | feel the head of his cock pressing 
against my opening, his other hand pulling my panties to 
the side, “...now,” he says, as he thrusts inside me in one 
fluid motion. 


| lose my ability to breath as it feels like I’ve been punctured 
in the most unbelievable way possible. | feel like I’m in one 
of those war movies my dad likes to watch...the ones where 
a grenade or a cannonball hits too close and the characters 
completely lose their hearing and everything moves at a 
snail’s pace, or slower. 


My whole life has changed, because of the moment I’ve 
been waiting for my entire life. 


And as he pulls back out of me it’s like that movie that I’m 
watching, which is my life playing out right in front of me, 
comes flying back into focus at lightning speed like another 
bomb has just been dropped and now I’m reminded that I’m 
in the fight of my life. 


But this isn’t about fighting, this is about living... feeling... 
getting what you’ve always wanted and actually being so 


damn happy that you got it...that you were right in knowing 
that you wanted something that was so amazing that you 
never had a doubt it wouldn’t be like this...except it’s more. 
So much more. 


“You okay?” 
“Just fuck me, Alejandro. Fuck me,” | moan. 
His cock slides in and out of me. 


“You're too fucking beautiful and this is too fucking hot. | 
can’t hold on much longer.” 


“Don’t,” | command with a wide-open mouth gasping for air. 
“Fill me with your come.” 


And just like that he thrusts once more and then pushes his 
hips so far forward | have no idea where he ends and | begin 
as he explodes inside me, spraying my womb like a firehose 
which instantly sends me into the most intense feeling I’ve 
ever felt in my life. 


My abs fire and a tidal wave washes through me as a 
hurricane tears through my body and covers his cock in the 
havoc that was brewing inside me. 


“Oh fuck, baby. Oh fuck, you’re coming. You’re so tight. 
You're so fucking mine,” he moans almost in a run-on 
sentence again. But this isn’t the shock of seeing me for the 
first time, this is the shock of him knowing I’m everything he 
wanted, just like I’ve realized he’s the same for me. 


| just knew it before he did, but now it’s something, a feeling 
and a whole lot more, that we share. 


We just stay there, staring into each other’s dilated pupils 
until suddenly the click-clack of high heels on tiles grows 
louder... rapidly. 


“Fuck,” he says, pulling out of me, and a pop indicating the 
vacuum seal is broken rings out in the library. I’m pissed 
that it has to end this fast, but nothing can bring me down 
from the most unbelievable high I’ve ever felt in my life. 

| fumble with my pants just as he does the same. 

“Lizzy? Alejandro?” 

“Fuck, it’s my dad,” | whisper. 

“And the librarian.” 

The sound grows closer and | know they’re just one stack of 
books away...then a half, then... Alejandro’s hands grab me 
by the hips and he jerks me from the angled glass, spinning 
me in the process as my feet find the ground. 

“And that explains how the secret relationship blossomed 
between the two with the help of Fermina's Aunt 
Escolastica,” he says, pointing inside the case. 

“There they are!” the librarian says. 


“Secret relationship?” my dad asks. 


“Why yes, Eric,” Alejandro says. “You should definitely read 
the story. | feel it’s Gabriel Garcia Marquez’s finest.” 


| look down in the case and see a copy, which appears to be 
an original or some sort of first edition, of Love in the Time 
of Cholera. 


The librarian, with her arms crossed, slowly lets her hands 
falls to her side. 


“He is right, actually. It is amazing.” 


My dad has nothing to say because he doesn’t read fiction, 
or much beyond ESPN.com, if that counts as ‘reading’. 


But what’s really amazing is what just happened, and that 
we did it undetected...! think. 


But | detect something much, much, much more important. 


My feelings for Alejandro, and dare | say...amor. 


CHAPTER 7 


Lizzy 
Two days later 
“I think I’m gonna tap out,” dad says. 
“Not feeling well, Eric?” 


“That paella got me. I’m not a seafood guy and | was just 
reminded as to why.” 


“What about Maestros de la Guitarra?” Alejandro asks, 
referring to Barcelona's most famous Spanish and flamenco 
guitar show. 


“I'm already dizzy. Listening to that music is only going to 
make me dizzier. Is that a word?” 


“It is, dad,” | confirm. “Let’s get you home.” 

“No need. | can grab an Uber. You two go... enjoy.” 

“We can’t go without you, man,” Alejandro says. 

“| know those tickets aren’t easy to come by. Please go. Just 
tell me how it was in the morning. I’m turning in as soon as | 


get back to the hotel.” 


“You sure?” 


Dad turns, sticks his first two fingers in his mouth and 
whistles for a taxi. 


“Dad! This isn’t the city for that.” 
“I know, but | gotta get outta here. Ciao,” my dad says, 


trying to be cosmopolitan but using the Italian word in place 
of its Spanish equivalent. 


“Well,” Alejandro says as the cab drives off. “That was easy.” 
“So, | guess we go to the show then.” 


“Yeah...| guess so,” Alejandro winks. 


CHAPTER 8 


Alejandro 


| swear | almost feel like Eric was trying to leave the two of 
us alone...to give us some time together. 


But no way am l allowing my mind to fool me into believing 
that. The man is playful and a grown-up kid in a lot of 
regards, but that’s one thing...testing him by telling him you 
want his daughter is another entirely. 


We take in the show, or at least the beginning, and it really 
gives us a lot of energy. Now time to slow it down. 


“Is this the way back to the hotel?” Lizzy asks. “I’m not 
usually good with directions, but this doesn’t seem right. 
Maybe he’s taking us for a ride.” 


| reach over, placing my hand on her thigh. “Everything’s 
okay.” 


“If you say so then I believe you.” She looks up at me with 
those eyes that make me melt and then leans her head on 
my shoulder. Just before the show | excused myself to use 
the restroom, but in reality | just stepped into a stall and 
made reservations for what comes next. 


| take her hand in mine and we just enjoy the night, weaving 
through traffic in such a beautiful city. I’ve been here before 
and never really got what all the fuss is about. Sure, it’s a 
nice place, but now | see why it works...and it has nothing to 
do with the city itself, not technically at least. 


Her. 


She’s the one that makes me want to go to the beach, walk 
on the promenade, go to shows, take a paella cooking class, 
and just enjoy life as it’s meant to be lived. But this isn’t 
just some whirlwind romance because she’s escaping her 
‘real life’ back home and I’m doing the same. 


Living in Valencia is great, but | can see how Barcelona can 
be so much better... because there are so many things to do 
here and | want to do them all with her. 


And the first one | actually need to do to her. 


The cab pulls up to Aire Barcelona Spa and we jump out. | 
hold the door for her of course and then escort her in. 


“Where are we?” 
“Soon to be paradise.” 


Not three minutes later she’s saying, “Whoa,” at the sight of 
the place that was an old warehouse built at the end of the 
XVII century, but has since been turned into a ‘temple to 
disconnect your mind and body from the surrounding 
reality’. And ironically it’s the place | know that by 
disconnecting, together, we can connect in a new way, like 
I’m always aiming for. 


The interior is completely brick these days and there’s also a 
swimming pool. Calling this place chic is the 
understatement of the year. 


We're shown to the private wing | rented just for us. The 
tiny lanterns are already lit and various bottles of oil rest 


next to a padded massage table which sits next to a small 
bookshelf which | was able to reserve separately. 


“What is all this?” 
“Your perfect playground.” 


“But...” It’s taken her breath away and that’s exactly what 
I’m going for. “How did you know...how could you have...” 


“When an opportunity presents itself you have to seize it 
immediately, or risk losing it forever...and I’d never do that.” 


My message isn’t meant to be cryptic. It’s blatantly in your 
face and a revelation of exactly how | feel. 


“So what do we—“ 


“You, remove your clothes and get up on that table... after 
picking out a book to read.” 


“| wha—“ 
“| massage every inch of you from head to toe.” 
“You're kidding me?” 


“You think I’m going to let anyone, man or woman, lay so 
much as a finger on you?” 


She smiles. 
“And there’s a bookstand and a candle under that padded 


face donut thing so you can read while | relieve all the stress 
from your back, shoulders, legs...everywhere.” 


“| don’t know what I did to deserve this, but thank you!” 


She jumps up into my arms and | catch her, just as | always 
will. “You were just you...that’s what you did, and that’s all 
you'll ever need to do to win my affection.” 


She kisses me hard and | carry her over to the massage 
table, trying not to get ahead of myself, but she’s pulling my 
desires out of me, as she always does. 


“I'll be right back. Just to give you a minute to prepare.” 
“Thank you.” 

| carefully put her feet back on the floor and move into the 
men’s side of our private wing so | can take a shower 

myself. | want my hands and body to be perfectly clean 
before | run my fingers, elbows, and anything I need to do to 
make her feel more comfortable than she’s ever felt. 

Once I’m cleaned up and ready | head back into the room, 
finding her sitting there on the massage table, sans... 
everything but a smile. 


My dick jerks underneath my robe and | suddenly feel very 
overdressed. 


As | walk | undo the robe’s belt, allowing it to fall to the 
ground in stride. 


“Is that a special massage tool to reach the deep spots?” 
“The deepest,” | say as her eyes lock on my rod. 


As | reach the table I take her hand and prepare to spin her 
around into place to begin her massage, but she’s not 


having it... yet. 

“| have to tell you something.” 
“Anything.” 
“You... you... understand me.” 


“Because you're me, just younger, much more beautiful, and 
perfect.” 


| lean in slowly, just grazing my lips across hers as the tips of 
our noses gently rub back and forth across each other’s as 
well. | feel like I’m stuck inside a Disney movie, but the 
irony is that if this would have happened just a few days ago 
| would have been dying to get out... now, with her, | never 
want to leave. 


It seems cheesy, corny, and completely girlish if I’m being 
honest, but honesty... when the right woman hits you 
everything changes. And right now everything has been 
completely flipped upside down. 


Because of her. My woman. And now I’m going to show her 
exactly what that means. 


CHAPTER 9 


Lizzy 


I’ve been a reader, and lover of literature, all my life, and 
there’s no place more perfect than here, with him. 


It’s like we’re stuck in a beautiful dream, a sort of luminated 
cavern, and | don’t ever want to find the way back out to 
civilization. 


How can I even comprehend that my first time was 
completely unexpected yet completely perfect as well. | 
didn’t want to be laid down in a bed...| wanted to be thrown 
down on a case of books, or against a bookshelf, and fucked 
against a pile of romance novels while my real life book 
boyfriend was giving me the happily ever after that those 
pages promise. 


But this doesn’t last forty-five minutes to a few hours...this is 
for life, and he’s here to become my real life hero... forever. 


My eyes close and | smile as Alejandro expertly drips 
massage oil right down my spinal column, putting my whole 
body on alert thanks to the vibrations it sends all the way 
from my scalp to my toes. 


“Read any good books lately?” he asks, and | can’t help but 
smile. | know he knows | am too, even though my face is 
buried in the donut as | look down at a few books | chose. 


“Well, actually... l have.” 


Over the next | don’t even know how many minutes or 
hours, heck it might even be days for all | know, those long 
thick digits of his work their magic. First starting in my 
scalp, then my upper neck, across my shoulders and down 
my back. 


All the weight of the world, all the stress, all the sleeping 
crooked at home and then in the airplane a few days ago... 
the new pillow at the hotel that I’m not used to, the 
thoughts of my final year of school and getting a job...all of 
that just washes away like the Mediterranean as it laps at 
the shore, taking more and more worries with it each time he 
moves his fingers along my body. 


Even though his hands are rough, blistered, and | even 
detect some scars, they’re also gentle when they need to be 
and apply pressure when the time is right. 


We discuss romance novels, psychology even including the 
twelve archetypes from Jung and the role they play in 
romance, and in life. Although he doesn’t read romance he’s 
well read in general, and understands the troupes, which 
makes the conversation fun. It also doesn’t hurt that his 
voice is deep, gravelly, and made to echo off these brick 
walls and the private pool next to us. 


The deep timbre that comes from within his chest when he 
talks is more than just the prototypical romance book hero. 
He’s got something more, something real. 


And for a while | forget the one and only thing he has that 
bothers me to some degree... his friendship with my father. 


It’s both beautiful, and what drew us together, and tragic, 
and what can pull us apart. 


“Do you think we’re star crossed lovers?” 

“That would imply that we’re lovers.” 

“Well?” Did | go too far too soon? 

“| don’t think we’re either, and | know we’re not about to 
succumb to the fate of Romeo and Juliet. We're going to 
write our own story and have one of those happy endings 
you've spoken about this evening.” 

“How can you be so sure?” 

“Because I’m going to make it happen.” 

“You sound confident.” 

“Jung had twelve archetypes, but when it comes to you | 
only need two...the hero and the lover. The rest will work 
itself out.” 


I smile. “Just like that knot you worked out of my shoulder.” 


“| got it?” The enthusiasm in his voice at the knowledge 
that he pleased me, pleases me even more. 


“You got it.” 

“Of course | did, you know why?” 
“Why?” 

“Because I’ve got you.” 


| feel his thick forearms, that are like braided ropes, slide 
across my back quickly followed by his eight pack abs. But 


when his chiseled jawline grazes my shoulder and his 
perfect white teeth take hold of my earlobe, it’s then I know 
he’s mounted me. 


“You know how hard, yet how enjoyable, it was for me to 
massage you this whole time?” 


“How hard?” 


| feel his groin flex and he thumps the shaft and head of his 
cock against my back. 


“Yeah, that’s... pretty hard.” 
“Pretty hard?” 


| giggle and roll around underneath him, finding a perfect 
position on my back. 


“This summer's never going to end,” he says as he looks at 
me like he’s never been more certain of anything in his life. 


“| don’t want it to either.” 


“It doesn’t matter what you want...I’m not going to let it, 
because | want you and | will have you... always.” 


| take hold of his cock with my hand and line it up to my 
entrance as he leans in and kisses me softly. 


“Fill me. Remind me why I’m yours,” | say, and he does 
exactly as | ask, sliding slowly into me. 


The other day in the library we fucked... like bunnies. 
Tonight, we begin the process of making love. One that will 
take us from the massage table, to the pool, and likely 


back... unless we don’t get distracted by the brick wall first. 
| wouldn’t mind a few scrapes and scratches on my perfectly 
relaxed back now. 


He made me feel pleasure, and now I’m ready for the kind of 
pain that’s a different kind of pleasure. 


Anything to feel alive, and that’s exactly how he’s made me 
feel since the moment he laid eyes on me. 


And that’s how he says it’s always going to be... and | trust 
him, because he’s mine. 


CHAPTER 10 


Alejandro 


“| think Lizzy and | are gonna go for a little father daughter 
time today, Alejandro...if that’s all right with you.” 


| look at Eric and then back at Lizzy, who looks like she’s just 
been as completely blindsided as | have. 


“Yeah, sure. | understand.” Although I can’t say | agree with 
it or like it one bit. 


“Thanks. We'll just grab breakfast out too. That’s good 
right. You probably want to explore the city a bit on your 
own too, maybe have some me time, chase some skirts?” 


“Chase some skirts? I’ve never really been a...skirt chaser? 
That’s what you called it.” 


“You know what | mean, man. You could be on the cover of 
Spanish GQ.” He pauses. “Anyway, it’s not important. We'll 
catch you this evening.” 


| watch as the two of them walk out, Lizzy turning and lifting 
her palms to the air as her dad shuts the hotel door ina 
manner that lets me know all | need to. 


Coming home at four in the morning probably wasn’t the 
best way to build trust with Eric. Then again, Lizzy is an 
adult and he should trust her already. 


Granted Eric surely has some trust issues after finding out 
his wife’s been sleeping around and already on her second, 
or is it third, guy since they recently split up. 


| can’t blame him | guess, but you can’t throw the baby out 
with the bathwater. Not all women are like that, of course. 
It's only a super small minority, although not the smallest 
minority in the world...one in nearly eight billion... his 
daughter, the only one for me. 


“Mierda!” | say, cursing as | drop down onto the couch. 


They're only here ten days and he just took one of those 
days from me, from us. And from the looks of things this 
might be the tip of the iceberg. 


| have to get out in front of this before it blows up in my 
face, but how? 


Do | just come out and tell him and possibly turn this entire 
vacation into one bad memory for him... at least in the short 
term? 


Or do | slow play it and spring it on him at the end? 


The bottom line is that | want to spend time with both of 
them. Eric’s the one who got tripped up on the paella last 
night. It’s not my fault that we enjoyed the city while he 
was at home in bed. But | will take complete responsibility if 
| don’t man up, and be that hero that | told Lizzy | was last 
night, and make her mine before this holiday is over. 


My phone vibrates on the end table and | reach for it, hoping 
for a quick distraction, or preferably some good news. 


Jason was asking about you. | already set it up so you two 
are going out when you get back. 


What the... 


Those Spanish guys missed their chance. They’re not real 
men like what we have back home. 


| squeeze the phone so tight | damn near crush it. 
The phone vibrates again and | can’t help but look at it. 


l'm gonna get you laid before summer's over if it’s the last 
thing | do. 


| want to toss it against the wall, but something in me 
flashes reason and | just throw it onto the couch across the 
room. 


| never meant to look at Lizzy’s phone. It’s just now that | 
realize we both have the exact same model and she left it in 
the spot where | often leave mine. | look back at the table, 
but don’t see mine. 


She must have grabbed mine on the way out by accident. 
Her dad did pretty much grab her by the back of the neck 
and drag her out the door this morning. 


So she’s got my phone and I’ve got an empty hotel room. 


This is not what I flew up from Valencia for. Granted, | came 
to see her dad, but that changed the moment she appeared 
at the rooftop dipping pool. But right now I’m the one who 
feels like a dip shit. 


| slap my hand against my forehead. And that might be 
exactly what | am if the message that’s supposed to come in 
this week comes in today. 


“Mierda! Mierda! Mierda!” 


CHAPTER 11 


Lizzy 
“What did you want to see today, dad?” 


“Oh...nothing in particular. Can’t a father just want to spend 
time with his daughter?” 


“Of course.” But of course it seems like there’s a whole heck 
of a lot more to his reply than that. 


We walk for a few minutes and kind of out of the blue my 
dad just turns and basically hip checks me towards a coffee 
shop. “This place looks as good as any.” 


| freeze, shooting him an eye but he just ignores me and 
grabs a seat. 


| sit down next to him and a few minutes later we order some 
simple pastries and coffees before my dad decides he wants 
to wash his hands first. 


| sit and wonder if today’s going to continue being as weird 
as it’s already started. And more importantly | wonder if 
there’s going to be a way to get out of this whole thing and 
get back to spending more time with Alejandro. 


It’s not that | want to ditch my dad. Not atall. It’s just that | 
feel like we could have more fun together, the three of us. 


| feel my phone vibrate in my pocket and dig it out. 


Hey love. What do you think of these? 


| cock an eyebrow for a second time in under a minute, but 
this time it’s not directed towards my dad. It’s at the phone 
and the images of barely clothed women which are loading 
in rapid succession. 


It’s a bunch of young women about my age, models for 
sure... if that’s the proper term, and all of them in simple 
swimsuits. Front and back pics plus close-up of their chests 
and... yeah, the area below. 


We can discuss which ones you like and the pricing. xoxo 
WTF? 

My head is literally spinning and it’s not because I’ve 
quickly realized | grabbed the wrong phone this morning. 
It’s something way, way, way more nefarious than that. 


| quickly Google “prostitution in Spain.” 


The first article that comes up is the one from Wikipedia. 
That’s expected. 


The second is titled, Prostitution is seen as a leisure activity 
here 


Excuse me? 


It’s an article from The Guardian, a U.K. newspaper’s website 
and | quickly scan it, my eyes stopping on the part that says, 
“Recent estimates put revenue from Spain’s domestic sex 
trade at $26.5bn a year, with hundreds of licensed brothels 
and an estimated workforce of 300,000.” 


| feel like I’m going to puke and | haven’t even had anything 
to eat yet... which might just be a blessing in disguise. 


| hit the back button and read about how guys come across 
the border from France to visit the many brothels located 
just over the border. 

Alejandro is single, right? Check. 

Alejandro is extremely handsome, good looking, and his 
blood pumps strong and hard through those veins, correct? 
Check. 

Alejandro could have any girl he wants, so he probably 
doesn’t want to commit to any of them because there’s no 
challenge for a guy like him, possibly? Check. 

“Your croissant, miss,” the waitress says, obviously noticing 
that I’m a native English speaker. But does she notice that | 
very quickly have no appetite. 


“What did | miss?” my dad says, plopping back down in his 
chair. 


| just shake my head. 

“You look like you’ve seen a ghost.” 
“Dad?” 

“Yes.” 

“Nothing.” 


“What is it? You can’t ‘dad’ me and then just say it was 
nothing.” 


| bite my tongue, but I just can’t hold back any longer. 
“Has Alejandro ever had a girlfriend?” 

“Not that | know of. Why? | mean that’s a weird question.” 
“Just Curious.” 

“Why would you be curious of that?” 

I’m pretty sure my dad pulled me out of the hotel this 
morning because he suspected something is, or was about 
to, go down with Alejandro. But I’m sure it’s clear to him 
now that if | did have any thoughts about doing something 
with him, or maybe already did, those ideas are quickly 
fading in the rear view. 


“Just wondered what he’d do today. | mean we left him by 
himself and all.” 


“Don’t worry about him. He’ll be online doing something.” 
“What, exactly?” 

“| don’t know, but he’s online a lot. He’s been known to 
disappear for a few days at a time and then just kind of 
reappear.” 

“Why would he do that?” 


“Why are you so curious?” 


“Actually... l'm not.” 


| stuff the phone back in my pocket and bring the espresso 
with a shot of milk to my lips. It tastes bitter to the point of 
making me want to puke on the spot. | manage to choke it 
down, but there’s one thing for sure. This new information 
about Alejandro looks pretty damning... and it’s one hard pill 
to swallow. 


CHAPTER 12 


Alejandro 
Two days later 


She’s been distant the last two days. It seems like every 
activity is now some kind of father / daughter bonding thing, 
and I’m being left completely out in the cold and | can’t 
figure out why. 


When Eric practically dragged her out by the arm that 
morning a couple days ago she seemed as shocked as | did. 
Now they seem to be completely on the same wavelength, 
even having conveniently eaten when they return which 
leaves me walking out of the room and eating Chinese out of 
a cardboard box, by myself, close to midnight... two nights in 
a row. 


| can’t even get her alone to ask her what the hell is going 
on, not that | expect she'll tell me. We switched phone the 
minute she got back the other day and of course | 
immediately checked my messages. There were a few 
unread ones, but nothing from Felicity so that can’t be it. If 
the message didn’t come in then no harm, no foul, right? 


| go for a late afternoon walk only to return to a note on the 
table. 


Don’t wait up for us. Dinner and then dancing. Catch ya in 
the morning if you’re up when we get home. 


This is complete bullshit. This has turned from the two of 
them wanting to have a bit of their own family time into me 
being completely blown off. There’s no other way to look at 
it and I’m not going to sit here another night and look at four 
wall by myself. 


| get dressed and head down to the lobby. 


“Excuse me,” | ask the receptionist. “Do you know where my 
friends went this evening? | can’t seem to get in touch with 
them.” 


“Yes, of course. We called them a cab for dinner and they 
mentioned after they were headed to Pacha.” 


My hands ball into fist. “Thank you,” | say through gritted 
teeth before pivoting on the ball of my heel and quickly 
exiting the hotel. 


Pacha is one of the most popular clubs in the world, and is 
also famous for pickpockets, druggings and a whole host of 
other problems...like grabby boys. 


I've had enough. I’m going to go there myself and do some 
grabbing of my own...grab my woman and remind her, and 
the world, who she belongs to. 


Me. 


CHAPTER 13 


Lizzy 


Dad and | approach world famous Pacha and the sounds of 
their techno beats are already pouring out into the streets. 


| have to admit clubs aren’t my thing...and neither is techno 
music. I’d much rather be at home with a book and a pint of 
Ben & Jerry’s right now, but since we came all this way to 
Spain we might as well check it out...even with my dad as 
my chaperone. 


My friends have been increasing the frequency and urgency 
of their text messages, telling me | need to lose my V-card 
before | get back. 


Well...that mission’s already been accomplished. The 
question is, am | going to go for a Spanish guy now as my 
anger is leading me down that kind of poor decision making 
path? 


Not that Spanish guys are good or bad, | mean Alejandro’s 
Spanish so technically I’ve already been with a Spanish guy, 
my first guy. It’s just that I’m so furious that he’s involved in 
something questionable no matter how | slice it or even 
when | try and run the story through my head giving him the 
benefit of the doubt. 


My dad seems way more at ease too, and he’s been not so 
subtly dropping little hints that Alejandro wouldn’t make a 
good husband for “a woman” too. Of course I think he’s 


A a 


picturing “a woman” as me, and that’s who he’s “protecting” 
from Alejandro. 


Father knows best right? | mean they are best friends, but 
then again why would dad question Alejandro if they were? 


Maybe they truly are just business partners at this point and 
my dad saw this as a fun get-away from his regular life. | 
know my dad didn’t come here to engage in nefarious 
activities...at this point | think he wants nothing to do with 
women, my mom having run him through the wringer. 


But why would Alejandro be buying girls... paying for sex? 


Is he that damaged that he doesn’t want some kind of real 
bond with anyone, even though he had me completely 
believing that’s exactly what we had...a real connection? 


| guess it doesn’t matter. l'Il be out of here in a few days and 
that’s that. | have my good memories that | can take back 
home with me forever, and of course l'II just have to be more 
careful with guys in the future. It just goes to show they will 
say anything to get in your pants, especially handsome, 
smooth talking European ones with big muscles and a 
Mediterranean tan. 


“You need to keep the lid on your drink, miss,” the overly 
huge bouncer says to me. “I’m not going to ask you again.” 


| don’t remember him asking me the first time. 


My head jerks back in annoyance, but | snap the plastic top 
back on the drink as he says. For such a nice place they 
sure are lame about serving drinks in these cheap plastic 
cups. Considering my back is against the wall, literally, | 
might as well be back at college sipping a drink, watching 


guys play beer pong with those plastic Solo cups...not that 
I’ve ever played beer pong. 


Maybe that’s part of the problem, too. Putting all my eggs in 
one basket, in Alejandro’s basket, has me feeling the way | 
am right now. Angry, confused, hurt...anything but good. 


Maybe those girls at college who just jump from guy to guy 
and enjoy life to its fullest are on to something. Sure, | 
couldn’t have a bunch of random hook-ups but maybe | 
need to steal a page out of their playbook and loosen up a 
little. | need to be more carefree, flirty, and talkative. It 
might even help me land a job, which | really need with 
graduation on the horizon. And it surely will help me meet 
new boys. 


“Whatcha drinkin?” a voice says from next to me. 


| look up and see a handsome guy about my age who looks 
like he’s just interested in starting small talk. My dad 
obviously sees him addressing me, but he’s just looking off 
into the crowd, seemingly fixated on the dancers on stage 
who are certainly putting on quite a show... although they 
could probably put on quite a bit more clothing as well, if | 
were the costume designer at least. 


“| don’t know. It had some sort of funny name. | just saw 
that it was pink on the menu so | pointed at it.” 


“Sex on the beach maybe?” 
“| think those are more orange actually, although I’m not 


sure,” | say, thinking back to the menu. Sex on the beach 
was, predictably, the first drink on the list. 


“Well, I think a lot of people will be having sex on the beach 
tonight. That’s for sure.” 


“You mean...or?” 


He just sips his drink through a straw and smiles 
mischievously. 


| can’t help but laugh. “Yeah, | think everyone in this place 
is here to hook-up, at least except for me that is. | just 
wanted to check it out and see what all the fuss is about.” 


“Yeah, me too. What’s your name?” 
a Lizzy.” 
“I'm Chad. Nice to meet you. Do you like techno?” 


Chad and | chat for about ten minutes and my dad seems 
completely at ease with it all. I’m not sure if it’s because 
he’s about my age, he knows that this won’t last long, or 
that he’s still fixated on that brunette dancer who looks like 
she’s about ready to fall out of her top every time she does 
that crazy spin move each time the beat seems to peak. 
Regardless, I’m having a nice time. 


And when Chad takes me by the hand and shows me how to 
dance to techno | really start to understand why all these 
Europeans like this music so much. It used to just sound like 
one big song to me, all smashed together for hours, but now 
| see how you feel the music, and why it doesn’t need lyrics, 
even though lyrics have always been my favorite part of 
music. 


| can’t help but smile. I’m exploring a new place, new music, 
and learning new things about life, and myself. This is good. 


And when Chad grabs my drink and sets it down on the 
table next to him | have both hands free to dance to the 
beat. 


“| swear drinking does something to my bladder,” my dad 
says. “I'll be right back.” 


My dad ducks off to the bathroom and Chad is quick with, “Is 
that your dad?” 


“Uh huh.” 


“Cool guy, but | bet you didn’t come to the club to be with 
your dad.” 


“It’s fine. We’re just here to check it out. We probably won’t 
stay long.” 


The look on Chad’s face changes just momentarily, but | 
catch it, and suddenly he’s his jovial self again. 


“No worries. Then | guess we have to drink while we can.” 
| laugh as he hands me my drink and | take a sip. 


We continue dancing for another few minutes but suddenly | 
notice that I’m not quite in the same spot as we were. 


“We should really stay close to that wall where we were. My 
dad will be looking for me.” 


“Sure. Let’s dance in that direction until we’re there.” 


| start to do exactly that, but my knees feel a bit shaky. 
“Whoa there,” Chad says, taking my hand. “I got ya.” 


I’m not sure how | feel about taking his hand, but right now | 
have no choice. If | want to remain upright | need to hold it 
and hold it tight. 


Damn, mixed drinks really are strong. 


We start to move back toward the direction where my dad is, 
but it’s seemingly taking forever. 


“Is it just me, or is it hot?” 

“Let’s get some air.” 

“No, no, no. Let’s find my dad first. | have to...” 
Everything seems to slow down even more. 


| look at Chad and see his expression has completely 
changed as he slides his arm around me and pushes open an 
exit door. In slow motion he tells the bouncer, “No, she just 
had a bit too much to drink.” 


“No, don’t let me go with him,” I say, but | realize my mouth 
must not be moving as Chad moves right past the bouncer 

and at this point is damn near dragging me to...a black van 
with the back doors open. 


“Come on! Let’s go, before someone sees us,” | hear and | 
know I’m in deep, deep trouble... but my body won't let me 
do a single thing to stop it. 


CHAPTER 14 


Alejandro 


Traffic is absolutely hectic at this hour so I rent a Vespa from 
some small shop just next to the hotel, paying triple fora 
rush job which allows me to cut the line, and leaving my 
credit card with him. 


| soeed through the streets of Barcelona, not sure why I’m in 
such a mad rush, but | just feel that | need to be. Something 
inside me tells me to get to that damn club as quickly as 
possible. 


The odds are extremely high that everything’s fine, but | 
don’t like it. | don't like these big, international clubs, and 
the clientele they attract. 


And | don’t like the thought of my woman surrounded by all 
those horny, drunk, young punks trying to chat her up, or 
worse... feel her up. 


My hand clenches, goosing the throttle as | weave through 
traffic. I’m fast, but I’m under control. I’m not reckless, but | 
damn sure am cautiously assertive, and soon I’m at the 
club... with nowhere to park. 


Damn! 


The line of people is massive and there’s nowhere | can 
dump this Vespa. 


| gun it around back, hoping to find a place to stash this 
thing for however long it takes me to find my woman, find 
out what the hell’s going on, and get her out of here. 


When I round the corner | see an ally, pulling into it heading 
to the back where some alcohol delivery van or something is 
parked. Perfect. | can slide in like I’m one of them, getting 
right into this club without giving this meat market one 
dollar of mine. | hate supporting places like this, even 
though the money isn’t a problem. 


| pull the bike up and lean it against the wall, not even 
messing with the kickstand and run quickly to the club. 


Something out of the corner of my eye catches something 
not quite right with the van and | freeze, turning to look at 
the guys who are trying way too hard to look casual. 


My eyes scan the situation and | see one guy carrying outa 
girl who looks like she’s had too much to drink. 


Not a girl... my fucking girl! 


| absolutely lose it running straight at that guy, who lets go 
of her. | catch her just before she hits the ground and 
carefully slide her to the side, leaning her against the wall. 


The guys jump into the van, but no way in hell I’m letting 
these fuckers get away. 


Running to the driver’s side | grab the handle but it’s 
locked. | slam my elbow through the glass, grab the guy by 
the face, but he hits the gas and we’re moving. 


| chicken wing the door so | don’t get dropped and run over 
as he maneuvers through the alley, my hand still palming 


his dome. 


| take my hand off, grabbing the wheel and jerking it to the 
side, sending the van crashing into the wall, not twenty feet 
from where they were parked. 


| look back and see Lizzy still there against the wall. She’s 
my first priority, always. But I have to make sure these 
pieces of shit never do this to another woman again. 


| grab the latch, unlock the door and lower my feet to the 
ground, jerking the door open and pulling the guy from the 
driver's seat. 


He raises a canister of pepper spray, but he’s not fast 
enough. 


| put the heel of my palm right into the base of his jaw and 
ram it up so fucking far he’s the one who more than tears up 
as the canister of pepper spray falls to the ground. 


| grab him and slam his head into the brick wall twice and he 
crumbles into a pile. 


Running around the other side of the van | see his 
accomplice dashing down the alley, but | catch him in less 
than ten yards, jumping and tackling him like something out 
of an ESPN highlight during football season. 


Suddenly there are cop cars everywhere and three cops try 
and pull me from the man, but my rage is too much. Anyone 
that hurts my woman is going to get my full wrath... always. 


As they're lifting me I put the heel of my boot into the back 
of his head and | hear the smashing of his teeth on the 
pavement. 


“Enough!” the cop yells, thinking I’m some tourist. 


They manage to get me off the guy, but by this point it’s 
more of me being finished with him and has nothing to do 
with them. 


There’s a reason why Spain is famous for their bulls, and I’ve 
just rampaged like one in a China shop, this small alley 
unable to contain my anger. 


| yell at the cops in Spanish, asking them how they allowed 
this to happen. Knowing that I’m now from here they take 
their hands off me and | motion back toward Lizzy, then take 
off to her. 


The back door of the club flies open and a bunch of patrons 
look to see what’s going on. 


“Let me through! It’s my daughter,” Eric yells like a little 
pussy. Where the fuck was he when all this was going on. 


The bouncers comply and he runs to her, but I shield him 
with my back, cradling her and keeping her safe. 


“We need an ambulance. She’s been drugged.” | scan the 
crowd finding the nearest officer and yell at him for an 
ambulance. 


Not thirty seconds later the sound of its siren wails from a 
distance alerting me that it’s time to scoop her up and run 
with her to it, which is exactly what | do... Eric falling behind 
me. 


CHAPTER 15 


Lizzy 
Two days later 


I’ve been back at the hotel for a full day now. | was lucky in 

that | only spent that one night in the hospital and then was 
allowed to go home. Luckily I didn’t ingest too much of the 

roofied drink and it’s mostly out of my system although | do 
feel a bit lethargic still. 


Even so, | need to talk with Alejandro, and properly thank 
him. | was completely out of it two nights ago and just spent 
most of yesterday in bed trying to remain horizontally. 


| get up out of bed and move toward the balcony, where he’s 
sitting with my dad. 


“Hey, you should be in bed,” he says, as if my comfort and 
recovery are the most important things in the world to him. 


“I'm fine. Really,” | say, reaching for the pitcher of 
lemonade, but Alejandro reads my mind and pours me a 
glass before | can even try. 

“You wanna sit with us?” dad asks. 

“Yeah, sure.” 

Alejandro goes inside and grabs a chair, putting it in place 


forme. | feel like a princess. They’re sitting on iron chairs 
meant for the balcony, and able to withstand rain, and I’ve 


got a plush, comfortable chair that’s way too big to be out 
here. I’m not about to complain though. 


“So...how are you feeling?” Alejandro begins. 

“Confused.” 

“| can tell you what happened if you really want to know, not 
that I think it would be a good idea to relive it,” my dad 
Says. 

“No, not about that. Something else.” 

They both turn and look at me. 

The vacation is well over halfway over and I want to salvage 
what we have left, and that starts by getting answers to 
some questions. 

“Alejandro?” 

“Yas,” 

“Can | ask you something?” 

“Of course. Anything.” 

| look at my dad as if to request that he give us some time. 
“He should stay. No secrets.” 

| nod slowly. “Okay then.” | pause. “Are you sure?” | say, 
just wanting to relieve myself of any responsibility of how 


embarrassing this might be. 


“Absolutely.” 


| breathe in deep and blow it out. “Why are you paying for 
sex?” 


His eyes narrow and he looks at me strangely and then I can 
see that he’s completely offended. “I don’t know what 
you're talking about.” 

“The women, on your phone.” 

“Women on my phone?” he mouths barely audibly. 

“When we accidentally had each other’s phones the other 
day. You got a message about some hookers asking you 
which one you wanted.” 


“Hookers? What? This had to be a wrong number.” 


“It wasn’t. No way. | think she may have addressed you. No 
wait! She addressed you as ‘love.’” 


“Love?” 

“Hey love.” 

Alejandro shakes his head and buries it in his palm. 
“Is that what this was about?” 

“What do you mean? This is a huge problem.” 


My dad says nothing and | wonder what information he and 
Alejandro have already shared while | was lying around. 


“You wait here,” Alejandro says, and goes and grabs his 
phone, coming back quickly. 


“Did those whores look like this?” he asks, showing mea 
picture on his phone. 


“Yes! Those girls exactly.” 
Alejandro hands the phone to my dad, who purses his lips. 


“Honey,” he begins. “Due to the violence in their home 
country, there are a number of Brazilians who’ve moved 
abroad... mostly to Portugal, but also a lot to San Diego, for 
some reason. In their culture it’s very sexy to have tan 
lines. It’s a huge thing for them, but they want small tan 
lines, which means small swimsuits when they go to the 
tanning bed when it’s not summer time in San Diego, or 
other places.” 


“What does that have to do with anything?” 


“Well, in the fashion industry you're always a few seasons 
ahead. | wouldn’t exactly call this fashion, but we have a 
large amount of girls wearing these in Brazil now, and that 
means we know they'll sell like hotcakes in Portugal and San 
Diego this coming winter when all the girls don’t have the 
summer sun in the Northern Hemisphere and they all head 
to the tanning beds.” 


“Swimsuits. It was for an order of swimsuits,” Alejandro 
says. 


My stomach drops to my feet and | go to swallow but my 
throat is completely dry, despite the lemonade | just drank. 


“| need to call Felicity,” Alejandro says to my dad, excusing 
himself. 


“The woman who orders all this stuff from the factories in 
Vietnam is based out of the U.K. They address each other as 
‘love’ quite often there.” 


A long moment passes. “Oh,” is all | can muster up. 


“Yeah, we'll take one shipping container,” | hear Alejandro 
saying from the other room before he’s back on the balcony. 


“Now that that’s cleared up, | have a question for you.” 


He asks me, yet doesn’t grill me or come across in an 
aggressive way, about the text message that came through 
on my phone the same day. | explain how my friends have 
been encouraging me to hook up with some guy, and lose 
my virginity before the start of my senior year. 


Talking about this in front of my dad is beyond 
embarrassing, but at this point it needs to happen. Plus, 
after what happened at the club the other night, this seems 
like nothing. These are just words. That...that was literally 
life and death. 


And how ironic that | could have been trafficked to one of 
those very brothels that | was reading about online..one of 
the very brothels | was shocked to discover that maybe 
Alejandro had visited before...only for him to save me from 
spending days, if not weeks, or years, selling myself in one 
with no chance of escape. 


After everything gets cleared up, we all just sit there and 
stare at the view for what seems like an hour until finally 
Alejandro excuses himself and leaves the hotel. 


“Everything’s gonna be okay,” my dad offers up, trying to 
comfort me | think. 


“Is it?” 


“You just wait and see.” 


CHAPTER 16 


Lizzy 
Two days later 


“One,” | say as Alejandro and | hold hands on the side of the 
sailboat. 


“Two,” we say in unison as our clasped hands go forward and 
then back. 


“Three!” we say aS we jump into the sea. 


The cooling sensation of the Mediterranean as the saltwater 
caresses my skin is like no other. 


| completely relax, allowing my body to float to the surface 
as | roll over onto my back, staring up at the warm summer 
sun. 


Now this is what a vacation is all about. 
“Hey honey!” dad says, waving at me. 


| squint, bringing one hand up to block the sun and wave 
with my other hand as my dad takes a picture with his new 
Fujifilm Instax camera that Alejandro picked up on the way 
to the harbor this morning. It’s so cool to have something 
with us that’s basically a modern day Polaroid camera. 
Alejandro suggested we all sign the bottom of the pics and 
then make a collage out of them. The only question is where 


do we store the collage, or in other words, who gets to keep 
all these pics...these memories? 


| swim over to the edge of the boat. “Where’s Alejandro?” 


“He’s coming back up,” my dad says pointing to the water 
where he must be. “He went down deep.” 


Suddenly Alejandro emerges with that million-dollar smile. 
“Look what | found!” 


“An...oyster?” 
“Yeah, can you believe it?” 
“You went all the way to the bottom?” 


“There was a little sand shelf not too far down. | saw it on 
the controls and wanted to see if | could dive to it.” 


“Wow.” I’m impressed. | know Alejandro’s got stamina, but 
still... that’s something else entirely. 


“Let’s see if there’s a pearl inside.” 
| pull myself up the ladder and back onto the boat, Alejandro 
right behind me and when my dad turns his head briefly he 


literally bites my butt, causing me to giggle. 


We get on board and Alejandro digs a ballpoint hammer out 
of the area where there are a bunch of tools. 


“Should we really disturb him?” 


“Disturb him? Either there’s a pearl or we're going to eat 
fresh oyster. Either way we win.” 


| can’t argue with that. 


Alejandro give it a crack and turns it in his hands, opening it 
up in my direction. 


“Wait..wha-..” 


Dropping to one knee as my hands rise up to my face | stare 
down at the heart shaped diamond ring which is sitting 
perfectly inside the ‘oyster.’ It’s only now that I can see it’s 
an old one that he probably picked up in a gift shop 
somewhere...and what a gift it holds. The promise of a life, 
here, with him. 


After things got cleared up the other day we started to get 
cozy again, albeit out of the line of sight of my dad. We 
talked about the future and how this could all work out, but 
most importantly, at this point, we hadn’t so much as 
spoken a word about any of it to my dad. 


“Lizzy, | know this is fast, but life is short...and | want to 
spend every moment of mine with you.” 


| feel the tears running down my cheeks thinking of all the 
fun we can have, all the swims, all the times cuddled up on 
the couch discussing our favorite books...even the business 
Alejandro runs with my father and how | can use my degree 
to fit right into that very business. It all just works out too 
perfectly, but I’m not about to question it for one second. 
Some things are truly meant to be. 


“| don’t have a big speech or some dramatic show to give 
you... but what | can offer you is my heart, my love, my 
protection, every waking breath of every day...just for you, 
for us, for the family we will have one day.” 


I’m about to lose it when something in me tells me to turn 
and look at my dad. He’s standing on an elevated part of 
the deck just next to me and he simply nods, a smile on his 
face. 


“You're father’s already given me permission for all of us to 
share in this moment,” he says, reading my mind. My eyes 
go back to Alejandro. “Now all I can ask is that you give me 
your permission to be your everything, to make you feel like 
the luckiest woman on the face of the earth... because 
you've already made me feel like the luckiest man on the 
globe.” 


“Just like the globe in the library!” | yell. 


“Just like the globe in the library,” he repeats, and | realize 
dad doesn’t know that story yet...and won't. 


A million more thoughts race through my mind. 


| think about how Alejandro insisted | start my swimming 
today in a life jacket, making sure there were no effects from 
the drug | was slipped...and that tells me he'll always watch 
out for me and our children. 


| think about how once | was swimming freely and | removed 
the life jacket he was so adamant about he didn’t scold me, 

knowing | can make my own decisions and stand on my own 
two feet. 


| think about how he didn’t get angry about what happened 
with our phones, only frustrated... because it kept us apart 
and he missed time with me. 


And of course | think about moments like these, how he 
somehow already ran his plan for this moment by my father, 
a true gentleman and a true friend to the man in my life who 
will be the one to give me away to the new man in my life... 
at our wedding. 


He’s the man I’ve always wanted, the only man | want, and 
all it takes is one word to get everything I’ve ever wanted in 
this life. And despite the summer heat, goosebumps cover 
my body knowing these are the last seconds of my life as a 
single person. | may be young, but | know what I want. | 
always have...for today, tomorrow, and forever. 


Him. 


“Yes,” | say, and he silently and slowly slides the ring on my 
finger. It’s a perfect fit, just like the two of us. 


If you would have told me when | boarded that plane | might 
never come back | wouldn’t have believed you. But now, 
when he lifts me up in his arms and spins me around, as his 
lips meet mine, | truly feel like I’m flying and | don’t want to 
ever come down. 


“Time to start a new tradition,” he says, carrying me to the 
edge of the boat. 


“I’m not missing this!” dad says, joining him at the side. 
“And, uh...one,” they say together, just like the videos dad 
showed me of the two of them jumping off the roof and into 


the pool back at dad’s childhood home. 


But this time it’s different. They’re still jumping together... 
yes. 


But this time they’re jumping not into an above ground pool, 
a dangerous mission if there ever was one. 


They're jumping into the sea, and I’m there with them, ready 
to join them as | take the plunge into the life | always 
wanted. 


“And, uh... two.” 


Knowing that thanks to him, to both of them, that I'll always 
be able to fly and every day will feel as fresh and as fun as 
the cool summer breeze that | feel as we all say, “Three!” 
and jump from the boat and into the water. 


As we submerge, Alejandro holds me tight as our bodies 
intertwine as we sink into not an abyss, but pure bliss. 


Seconds later he’s swimming us both to the surface, our lips 
still locked as we kiss and | realize | never needed air in the 
first place...only him. 


“| love you,” he says. 
“I love you.” 


“Alejandro? Did you drop anchor?” my dad asks as the boat 
slowly moves toward the horizon. 


“Never,” he says, without taking his eyes from mine. “This 
journey’s just starting and we're going to sail off into the 
sunset...every day and forever,” he says, as he puts his hand 
on my belly as my dad swims furiously toward the boat. 


We both laugh, as my dad grabs onto the back and boards it, 
turning the wheel to come back and pick us up. 


With my legs wrapped around his waist, he treads water, 
putting his hand on my stomach. “And by we! mean our 
family.” 


“Our family,” | say. 

“And that all starts with you.” 

“With us,” I say. “With us,” | repeat as dad approaches with 
the boat on one side and the beautiful Barcelona skyline on 


the other. 


This years Summer vacation is never going to end... just like 
this fairy tale I’m living. 


Thanks to dad’s best friend who is now my best friend and 
I’m his... forever. 


EPILOGUE 


Alejandro 
Two months later 


“Careful, beautiful,” | say as Lizzy lowers herself from our 
boat into the waters off Costa Brava, just north of Barcelona. 


“| know,” she says, taking my hand as I help her into the 
sea. 


The doctor who told us she was pregnant is a bit of an 
alternative medicine kind of woman. She recommended a 
lot of time outside during her pregnancy, saying that it 
would make the child more comfortable, relaxed, and 
healthy. Okay, technically it probably makes the mother 
more of those things which in turn does the same for the 
baby. Regardless, I’m all in as it’s allowed us to extend the 
summer another couple of months. 


It wasn’t hard to convince Lizzy’s professors that she needed 
a late start to the semester either. With the way the world is 
so interconnected now, she’s able to follow along with 
lectures online and even take some exams right from the 
boat from our satellite connection. Technology is amazing 
when it allows people’s lives to be lived like this. 


But this particular summer can’t technically last forever. 
Another week and we have to sail the boat back down to 
Valencia, where | live, and then we're off to the States, 

where l'Il begin the process of applying for a green card. 


In a few years that process should be complete and then we 
can split our time between the States and Spain. How do 
you top that kind of a life? 


You don’t, but it’s not because of the weather or the 
location. Heck, we could be in Andorra in the cold all winter 
Skiing and it would still be amazing... because we’d have 
each other. That’s all we need. 


| carefully cradle her body as she begins to swim until | 
release my hands so she’s not constricted in any way. 


“Don’t you think you’re being overly cautious?” she asks. 


“Impossible. Not when our child is in that beautiful belly of 
ours.” 


She smiles. 

“You see what | see?” | motion towards a cove that’s likely 
been empty since the first day of September when all of the 
holidaymakers returned home to resume their normal lives. 
“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” 

| nod and we both swim over. 

The water’s a bit cooler this time of year and the sun is too, 
but what will never cool are the flames in my belly when it 
comes to her. 

We spend the next few hours making love in the cove, 


swimming, and just enjoying each other in every way 
possible. 


We talk about possibly writing a book together one day, and 
have fun making up little plots and names and what it could 
be about. Of course we’re going to be doing a lot of this in 
the future, considering we'll be picking out a name for our 
little guy, or girl, in just seven months from now. 


And we'll also need to pick out all the adventures we’re 
going to take together, and will there ever be a lot. 


But what there won’t be any question of, is how much we 
love our first child, and all the things we’re going to do for 
them to make sure their life is just as amazing, and joyous, 
as the life Lizzy has given me. 


She’s shown me that life’s more important than sitting 
behind a computer screen trying to find things in one 
country only to sell them in another. Surprisingly | never 
put two and two together. The reason why people buy 
things is happiness, something | didn’t even know I was 
missing...then again | didn’t know about her, or at least not 
in this new, adult form. 


She was always just my buddy’s kid, nothing more than 
that. But not anymore. She’s not just my best friend’s child 
anymore. She’s my best friend, and we'll soon have a child 
of our own to love, protect, and bring us even closer 
together... if that’s possible. 


The possibilities are truly endless, and it’s all because my 
best friend came for a visit this summer...and brought along 
his daughter for a summer holiday that’s going to last a 
lifetime. 

“Love you,” she says. 


“| love you.” 


“Race ya to the boat!” she says running along the sand and 
diving into the shallow water before paddling like a 
madwoman toward the boat. 


“Be careful!” | say, taking my time so as not to encourage 
her. l'Il gladly let her win because | don’t want her 
overextending herself. “You're carrying my baby!” I yell, my 
hands cupped to my mouth. 


“Our baby,” she says, as she rolls onto her back and does 
the backstroke into the sea. “Ours...” 


She’s right, because she’s mine... mine all mine. Forever. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


Lizzy 
10 years later 


“So that’s how the tide works, buddy,” Alejandro says to our 
oldest Lucas, as Lucia, Hugo, Valeria and Daniela and Daniel, 
our twins, watch from the hillside as my husband and our 
son paddle out at Mundaka. 


Mundaka is a world famous break in the Basque Region of 
Northern Spain. 


It’s Lucas’s first time ever surfing, but it’s off-season, the 
waves are uSually their biggest and attracting people from 
all over during the winter, not the summer. 


I’m a little nervous, but | know | don’t have to be. Alejandro 
is beyond protective of our kids. He checked out both their 
schools, back home and here in Spain, to make sure he knew 
everything he could about their teachers. He also never lets 
them go to sleepovers until he personally meets the parents. 


He’s one proud papa bear, but he’s quick to turn into a 
growling grizzly if anyone so much as seems to be a threat 
to our family. 


It’s just one of the many things | love about him. 


“Here, honey,” | say, handing the binoculars to Valeria so 
she can watch them paddle out. 


“Daddy’s still big, even from far away.” 


“Daddy’s a big man,” I say, biting my tongue. Daddy’s a big 
man in a// ways...which explains our six kids in ten years. 
The saying eight is enough sounds perfect for me these 
days, but Alejandro is dead set on having at least ten, and 
preferably a baker’s dozen. He says a baker’s dozen is his 
newest favorite cultural import from the States...and he 
doesn’t even eat pastries, he just applies it to the size of our 
family. 


And speaking of size, | myself have put on a few pounds. | 
was feeling pretty self-conscious after the third kid when | 
couldn’t lose the baby weight quickly enough. Luckily for 
me those fears were quickly relieved when Alejandro told me 
not to worry about it. He finally wouldn’t have to “hold 
back” anymore. 


“Hold back?” I'd asked. The man had me biting pillows as he 
turned my cheeks so red | couldn’t sit for days with the 
thrusting he was dishing out. 


Good grief, he wasn’t kidding. Next thing | knew the man 
cranked it up another notch and really showed me what it 
means when he says, “You make me lose my mind.” 


The power | feel when I see this man turned into a beast sets 
me off every time | experience it. Watching a man who's six 
feet five inches go absolutely crazy with lust, and love, as he 
takes my body, and my mind, to places | didn’t even know 
existed is exhilarating. 


And the way he picks me up like | weigh nothing, carrying 
me around the room, holding me right in the center of the 
bedroom, the living room, heck even the yard, is a rush in 


and of itself. He doesn’t even need a wall to balance my 
back off of. 


The man can grip my waist with two hands and impale me 
for hours, and oh my | am not complaining one bit, not 
matter how sore | get. If anything it’s just a constant 
reminder of how naughty mommy and daddy have been, 
even when I have to stand at the dinner table to eat with the 
family from time to time. 


“There he goes mom!” Hugo yells, pointing to the water. 


Lucas paddles quickly and goes to stand up but misses the 
wave. A few minutes later he tries again, this time getting 
half way up before wiping out. 


Alejandro is right there by his side to make sure everything’s 
okay, to pat him on the head, and to encourage him to try 
again. 


Another thing | love about him. He always reminds the kids 
that it’s not how many times they fall down... it’s how many 
times they get back up. 


“Third time’s the charm. Third time’s the charm. Third 
time’s the charm,” | say as | watch a wave forming up behind 
my boys. 


“Go! Paddle, paddle, paddle!” my man yells as my little man 
paddles his little arms off and his heart out. 


He goes to stand. “Mommy, why are you squeezing my 
hand,” Daniela asks. 


“Sorry, honey,” | say, trying to ease my grip, but | don’t take 
my eyes off him. 


“Look dad!” Lucas yells as he catches the wave and rides it 
toward their entry point, which is our direction. 


“Whoa!” Hugo says with the binoculars. “I wanna try.” 
“Next year, honey.” 

“Here, wanna look,” he says, poking me with the binoculars. 
“No, | can see from here,” | say, and it’s no exaggeration. | 
can see my oldest boy’s thousand watt smile from way up 
here, and | can barely contain myself. 

a Mom.” 

“Yes, dear.” 


“Why are you crying?” Daniel asks. “Are you sad?” 


“No, honey. I’ve never been more happy in my life, except 
for the days you were each born.” 


“You were the same amount of happy each of those days?” 


“Absolutely,” | say, leaning down and kissing each of them 
on the tops of their heads. 


“Honey!” Alejandro waves from way down and out there in 
the water. 


| wave back, and grab that Instax camera from our picnic 
basket and snap a picture of him. It’s the same one from 
that first summer in Barcelona...and every summer since. 


Some things never change, like our love for each other. The 
only thing that’s different is that these days there’s more 
love to go around, thanks to my dad’s best friend and the 
life, and family, we’ve made together...truly living out our 
very own endless summer. Forever. 
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